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rather hoarse voice, clasping the girl in his arms, "Gome back
quickly* Work hard* (rood hick!"
lit the night pierced with whistles and the clank of old
iron the fourth-class carriage was passing across Germany*
Crouched down on her folding chair, her logs muflled up, her
luggage -which she earefnlly counted from time to time* -piled
close around her, Maaya tasted her divine joy. She mused
upon the post, upon this magic departures for which she had
waited so long. She tried to imagine the future. In her
humility she thought that she would SOCHI he back again in her
native town, that she would find a snug little place as teaehea
there. . . .
Site was far,, very far, from thinking that when she entered
this train she had at last chosen bet ween obscurity and a biasing
light, between the pettiness of equal days and an immense life*